GERTIE CARLISLE 


‘Tabitha,”’ said she, ‘‘you're a daisy. Ithought I’d die when I 4 
coming. If you knew how you looked’’—here she burst out ag 

I thought she would go into hysterics. 
‘* Well,’’ said I, ‘it’s bad enough of you to tempt me into makin 
of myself without guying me about it afterward,” and I straighte 
nonnet and left her in high dudgeon. My nerves were so complet 
t that I scarcely recognized Deacon Shouter when I ran across him dd 
lw, where he was taking in the show asa spectator. I was so nery 
lear he had seen me trip the trolley that I fairly shook in my shoes, 
vidently did not suspect me of such a giddy action. 
After a few minutes’ conversation on the impropriety of the wk 
ey business, we glanced up and there was Mrs. Flirty whizzing alo 
Bkirts flying and—but I cannot go into further detail. I blush 4 
< of that shameless‘woman. No wonder the Deacon looked horri 

bbed him by the coat-tails, but he appeared to be hypnotized, so lim 
ely left thespot and went home. Glancing back as I made my escaq 
that the foolish man still stood there with his eyes glued to the trol 
lly, it was no kind of exhibition for a deacon to witness, but I supp 
Brown scandal has made them all more or less indiscreet. 

TABITHA TWIGGS, 


A JUDGE. 
(GoD SAVE THE MARK!!) 


ITH whiskers sufficient to stuff a large pillow, 
And brains that might do for a small-sized gorilla, 

With virtue just equal to making a mash 
On a buxom grass widow—and feeding her hash 
At a restaurant French—a famous retreat 
Conveniently near a notorious street— 
Is this infamous judge, whose knowledge of law 
Inversely is to his ponderous jaw, 
Yet he’s deeply religious, takes sides with the pastor 
Who’s having a circus, with the judge for ringmaster. 


When such are the shepherds, Lord pity the lamb, 
If such are made angels, who wouldn’t be damned ? 
THE DIVINITY STUDENT. 


